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N Viewing the Fury and' Madneſs. 
of ungovern'd Great Men in the 
Weorid, and particularly their U- 

ſurping and Encroaching upon "their 


own kind, I could not but make a brief 


Excurſion upon the Nature, Original, 


and Progreſs of Ambition, in the Na-. 


| ture of Man, as it leads them to Rebel- 
l'on againſt God, Nature, and Reaſon ; 
for evrey T yrannical Excurſion of Men, 


any, Guat 27. 2709 * 


whether of Governors or Governed, 
- 15 an, aQtual Rebellion againſt them all 


m==— And tho' ſome few in the World, 
Have ſeen theſe Lines before, yet, I hope, 
they may not be' unwellcome to be thus 
made more Publick-—And point them 


where you will, be it at the Kng of 


France, King of $—y, or who elſe you 
pleaſe, 't 


is the fame thing to the Au- 
thor, | 
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AIL Sin of Witchcraft, Firſt-Born Child of Crime, 

= Produc'd before the Bloom-of Time : 

Ambition's Maiden Sitlg in Heaven conceiv'd, 
And wh» tonld ba” believ'd, 

Defilement could in Purity begin, 


And bright Eternal Day be ſoil'd with Sin! 


Tell us, {ly penetrating, Crime, . - 
5 How cam'ſt thou there > thgſt\Fault ſublime, 
{How didſt thou paſs th tine-Gagy ? 


And into Spirit thy ſe inſinuate ? 
From what Dark State ? From what Deep Place? 
From what ſtrange uncreated Race ? 
Where was thy Ancient Habitation found, 
Before void Chaos heard, the forming Sound ?_ 
_ Waſt thu « Subſtence, or an: ity Blaſts | 
 AVapour flying in the fluid Waſte 
Of unconcofed Air 
And how at firſt didſt thou come there ? 
Sure there was once a Time when thou wert mot ; © 
By whem waſft thou created, and for what ? 
Art thou a Steam from ſome contagious Dimp exhal4 ? 
How ſhould Contagion be intail”d, 
On Bright Seraphick Spirits, and in a Place, 
Vi/here alls Supreme, and Glory fills the Pa! ? 
No noxious Vapour there could rife, | 
For there no noxious Matter lies : 
Nothing that's Evil can appear, _ 
Sin never cou'd Serzphick Glory bear ; 
The Brightneſs of th Eternal Face, 
Which fills as well as conſtitutes the Place, 
Tiould be a Fire too hot for Crime to bear, 
*T would calcine Sin, or melr it into Air. 


How then did firſt Defilement enter in 2 
Ambition, thou firſt vital Seed of Sin \ 
Thou Life of Death, how cam'ſt thou there ? 
In what bright Form didſt thou appear ? 
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In what Sera phick, Orb did thou arife 1 - 


Surely that Place admits of no Diſguiſe 3 
Eternal Sight 11ſt know rbee there, 


And being known, thou ſoon muſt diſappear. Y 


A Sure ſome of _ Serap <2 Rate, : 

00 curious to urvey th' Expanſe of Space, { 
Unſent, ſome great ſuceeſsleſs Sally air, If 
The Deeps and Darks of Chaos tþ invade; 

And here as they the Liquid Regions paſt, _ 
Expanding brighteſt Wings, arid make Celeſtial Haſte : 
Ungenerated Matter at firſt prevails, 

And Vapour which their own Seraphick Fire exhales ; 5 
Their powerful Stagngiit Fumes moe DM | . 

ith pointed Acids,  Seraphs to Infet. Bo, 


For Chaos doubrlefi, in the Firſt f Time, © 
Had in the Seeds of Nature, Seeds of Crime ; 
At leaſt, was ſujet fo Contingencies, OY 

- | From whence Degenerate Principles might riſe ; 
And the firſt Warmth they felt Id needs create, 
Some Fermentation in their watery Seat. 


Was it from hence, or ſome more ſecret Cauſe, 
Heaven firſt receru 'd Cl Traytor to the Heavenly Laws? 
"© Did what they Jaw in bags darker Womb, 

Swell their Angelick, Breaſts 'mhen they came Home ? 
Say, ye Immortal Inftruments of Death, 
VPhat ſecret Fumes, what ftrange infe&ing Breath, 
| Debauch” d yaur Glorious Principles 3 frft, ; 
1+ - -How;cameyouto be curſt 
Heaven's # bright Orb, with Glory ci red in, © 
Where there's no Entrance, nor no Room for Sin: 
Tou muſt ſome fatal ſtrange Excutfion make, = 
' Before your Nature could of Crime partaks, 
Becauſe your High Immortal Stations there, 
Were fixt, where no Cotruption could appear. 


But ſince the Fatal Truth .we know, 
Without the Matter whence, or Manner how : 
Thou High Superlative of Sin, 
Tell us thy Nature, and from what thou didſt begin ? 


